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are corrected, the shortcomings made good, and
our admiration of the builders turns at length
into sacred awe of the unknown Creator who has
used our heroes and priests, artists and thinkers,
the noblest of the sons of men, as instruments.
Thus we catch

"Hinla of ihc proper craft,
Tricks of die soul's true play.1"

and find balm for all wounds, satisfaction of all
injustice, in the assurance that the future must
compensate for the present.

In the course of his apprenticeship, the art stu-
dent learns at least one lesson of appalling sever-
ity. When studying a civilisation through its art,
his first hours are hours of hope and delight.
Plainly he sees how the earliest generation of
artists tried, with strain of soul, to express itself,
and succeeded in some degree. Then comes an'
other generation, taught by the first, who do
more and do it more easily; and then, at length, a
period arrives when the artists, still conscious of
their high mission, still upborne by the measure-
less importance of their message, are enabled to
deliver themselves completely, and thus speak to
the soul of men in a language not to be misunder-
stood.
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